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His eyes in the long ovals formed by the high arch of the eyebrows
and the curve of the wide sacs below now seemed very large.
The flesh over his cheekbones and in the heavy jowls was sunken.
The lower lip dropped over the now pointed jaw and the cords of his
neck had become thick. The triangular-shaped car-lobe was shrivelled
Only his aristocratic nose remained unchanged. The lines on his fore-
head were deeper and the skin wrinkled like silk crepe had lost the
radiance of his younger days, when even in his portraits, it seemed
as if it would thrill touching finger-tips.
Saionji's head began to roll, his ashen mouth moved helplessly, giv-
ing out the warm medicine-scented breath, and his eyelashes quivered.
The head became steady. Slowly, like those of a sleepy child, his
brown eyes became fixed on his daughter's face,
"Sono-Sonoko-"
"Yes, yes, Father!" His eyes closed again. With chopsticks she
picked a piece of cotton* dipped it into ice water, and gently wiped
the cracked lips.
"Sonoko, don't you worry—I'm all right," he whispered-
She leaned over his face, and held her breath to listen to her father's
voice between the quick and tired breaching* She heard the sound of
socks, tabi, on the mat, and the hiss of the nurse's starched uniform,
From behind her ear came: "Please, don't agitate the patient!*'
Sonoko did not look up; she only nodded,
"Huh, I can't see you, Sonoko. Where are you?"
"You don't open your eyes. Father.'1
**What happened to those carpenters? They don't bang their ham-
mers, they don't use their planes on the lumber for the new annex,
Why did they stop? I'm not ill—!fm all right Don't you wony, my
child.11
She was glad to hear his voice*
"Huh, the carpenters are still at work—huh, I smell the fragrance
of fresh pine, cxyptonieria and cypress. Huh, the annex is almost com-
pleted—wish they wouldn't bother to paint the room. I love the
plain surface of the wood-1*
He talked in a delirium. The annex construction had been called
off before his condition became critical, the lumber had been piled
away.
"Oh, oh, Okiku! How did it happen? What? Did you pray at to
Tsurogaoka H&chiman Shrine for my recovery? How sweet of you!
Oh, Okiku, don't gof stay with me—**

